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He was know by several names: formally as Dr. George Forrest Hull, MD, to most 
I)oc Hull to bis immediate Virginia family as Uncle Doc, and to me as Granddad. The 
first thing one noticed about him was his bearing. He stood over six foot two inches tall, 
had a square jaw and looked you right in the eye. His mind was razor sharp with a 
memory lor endless tales that were a source of amusement and humor. There was an air 
of confidence that he carried with his professionalism. When calling on the sick, many 
would say that they felt better when they heard his footstep at their door. He was truly an 
aloha male and the only thing that ever came close to defeating him was old age. 

P His appearance was extraordinary. He dressed the part of a country doctor having 
an old Virginia country background and a degree from the University of Virginia. He 
looked the part from the top of his head to his shoes. He liked broad nmmed, Stetson 
hats that were gray in color. The crown was conventional rather than western. When 1 
was stationed in Fort Sill, Oklahoma 1 wanted to buy him a western hat at the Lawton 
Oklahoma Hat Factory. I didn’t get around to it, but did look up Eugene “Jerky’ 
Vandevender who as also stationed there and was from Durbin. Jerky was a cook. 1 told 
him that I was being transferred to Fort Bliss Texas and asked if he would buy Granddad 
a hat for me as 1 didn’t have time. I gave him $25.00. 1 had forgotten all about the 
incident until over 35 years later when Jerky reminded me that he had done as 1 had 
asked 1 then remembered a wide brimmed cowboy hat being in Granddad's house when 
we cleaned it following the death of my Grandmother. 1 took it home and wore it fishing 
several times. It was perfect for shading one’s eyes. Old Jerky sure did a great job in 

selecting that hat. . , , „_ 

Granddad’s suits were wool, and expensive. He wore a detachable, winged collar 
and favored polka dotted Ascot ties believing that a man was not properly dressed unless 
he wore one. His shirt, with the collar removed, served as his nightshirt which he wore 
over long underwear, wool in the winter and cotton in summer. He also wore a matching 
handkerchief in his left pocket. He usually dressed in a vest except in summer. His 
shoes were patented leather and were covered with spats. His glasses were pierce nez, 
w hich were attached to a ribbon. He carried them in either the pocket of his coat or his 
s rst I never recall seeing him formally clean his glasses, but I did see him on numerous 
occasions wet the lens by putting them in his mouth and then wiping them off with either 
his handkerchief or tie. 1 le also carried a gold watch and chain that was attached to a vest 
buttonhole and the watch was carried in the vest pocket. A cane rounded out his 
ensemble 11c loved to dress and when fully attired, his appearance was very, very 

,mpfC * (fne 0 f m y jobs was holding Granddad’s coat as he put it on. 1 would have to 
• uod . .n a chair or ottoman to reach high enough to do this but 1 was and still am very 
*t holding coats while others put them on. Once we had gone to see a University ot 
V ifvinia loot hail game Wc olwuys ate lunch in the hotel. The coat rack was next tot e 
»hmc Hand Jberc was a young block boy probably four or five years old 
d atiur that held men’s coats as they came for them. He was cute and very good- 
I <.«ii ulMr that the money lie made on tips that day enabled him to never have to wo 
again in hi» life I wii very jealous 
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Wc always ate in the hotel’s dining room. One time Granddad ordered a filet and 
when they brought his diner he said, “1 ordered a filet and they brought me a damn old 

, rlnHdnd did not eat fish. He always tucked his napkin either in the top of his 

flSh ’ - or in his collar We had finished eating and when Granddad stood up to leave 
^ Unknowingly, he had tucked the tablecloth along with the 

d,Sh . eS * his fusers I’ll tell you we got a lot of attention that day. as much from the 
Stred dishes as for my Grandfather’s colorful language. Waiters come from 

everywhere. ^ games Qn Saturdays in the fall was a favorite pastime of the 

f Iv The University of Virginia and the University of West Virginia were equidistance 
from Durbin Granddad was a graduate of the University of Virginia and WVU was the 
State University. When 1 was growing up wc would travel to one or the other dependmg 
wh rh one was Playing at home and the significance of the game, rhe morning would 
lh my MoL leaving the house early to help get Granddad ready rvh,eh was no 
snfaii struggle. Usually, the most exasperating thing was finding a collar button or 

m,SSm8 oTei^urage included my Granddad, Grandmother, Mom, Dad, my Uncle 

George, and myself. We’d pile into one car and ofF we’d go. Dad would drive and 
Granddad would sit in the front seat. He smoked cigars incessantly. They made my 
Grandmother sick. She would stand it as long as she cotdd and then would complain friat 
they were making her sick and would he please stop smoking. As a concession he would 
Se^ndow down about an inch. In winter this about froze us out. It was beUer to 
freeze than to be smothered by cigar smoke. He d.dn’t smoke a cigar like most people 
but rather would take a good third into his mouth and chew on it. Once 1 asked him why 

he didn’t chew tobacco and he said that it made him sick. 

On these trips, my poor Uncle George had the responsibility of relieving my 
Mother in taking care of me, especially in taking me to the bathroom. It seemed that my 
urinary bladder had no capacity and at the most inopportune moment 1 would nave to go. 
My Mother, being the worrier she was, felt that I had to be accompanied to the restrooms 
and this task fell to my Uncle. I don’t know how my Dad got out of this. 1 suppose that 
he just put his foot down. No amount of threats or hard looks deterred me from going 
when 1 felt the slightest urge. I even suffered the indignant threat of a rubber band being 
placed around my penis “to help me hold it”. I knew it was just a threat but my feelings 
were hurt none the less. I remember when we went to the Virginia-North Carolina game, 
North Carolina had an all-American by the name of Charlie “Coo-Choo” Justice. There 
was much anticipation in wanting to see him play and did he play, every time he got the 
boll he scored'a touchdown; seven in all. My poor Uncle did not see him score one 
touchdown as when Choo Choo was scoring, George was in the restroom taking care ol 
me. Needless to say. my Uncle and my relationship over the years was tenuous. 


Keeping Granddad supplied with collars, matching shirts and spats was quite a 
chore The place where we normally bought Ihcm was at Goldberg’s in Elkins. This was 
one cleuant men’s store. 1 always loved going there and looking around. Once my 
Mother bought my Father a pair of pig skinned gloves. 1 don’t recall ever having seen a 
niece of men’s clothing so well made nor elegant. Mr. Goldberg had two sons, lzzy and 
Rk-eie Biggie was quite an athlete and eventually was admitted into the Professional 
Football Hall of Fame having played for the Pittsburgh Stcclers. The story goes that Mr. 
Goldberg was watching his son playing a game and said to the man seated next to him, 
“That’s my son making all of those tackles .” The man said, “is he? Mr. Goldberg 

rePhCd, l wa°tcheTmy Granddad use his watch all of the years that 1 knew him to take 
others’ pulses and mine. The watch was given to him by a murderer. The man’s name 
Jas Frank Hyre. He ran a saloon-restaurant on the comer across from the Mayor s ofTicc 
in Durbin. He was a large man weighing over 300 pounds. It was said that when he 
drank he would become angry and beat his wife. She was a slip of a woman weighing 
less than 100 pounds. It was also said that she could hold her own against him. 

However one night in a drunken rage, he stomped her to death. He was convicted of 
murder and taken to Moundsville prison to be hung. He asked my Grandfather to come to 
his execution but Granddad said no. He did visit him in prison and Mr. Hyre willed my 
Grandfather his rifle and watch. Following my Grandfather s death my Gncle was given 
the rifle and 1 the watch. The story continues that when they hung Mr Hyre he was 
decapitated. Following the hanging, a group of men were recounting the incident at the 
Durbin Post Offlce. When it was mentioned that when Mr. Hyre was hung his head came 
off. someone asked, “What did they do next?” The postmaster in disgust said hell what 
do you think they did. They shot him.” My Uncle told me that Mr. Hyre was the last 
man to be hung in West Virginia. 

Early Years Stories : 

Granddad was bom on a farm in Hightown, Virginia. The town is located in 
Highland County, which gets its name from the fact that its mean elevation is higherthan 
anyother county cast of the Mississippi. He was one often children, nineboys and on 

girl. His father, Joseph, inherited the farm from his father. Joseph wa.s a farmer, 

livestock and had extensive land holdings. Granddad’s Great Grandfather entered th 
Valiev of Virginia in 1776. So the family goes way back in the history of that area. 

' The house, known as the Manor House, still stands and remains in the hands ot 
the family Although this wasn’t always so. The house and 30 acres ^property P 
u p lor vale My (irandfather made arrangements with his brothers to buy it. wo 
brother! wt*. lived in the area were to go to the sale hut on the way toMontcrcy ey ^ 
into argument and went home. I he sale went to another family^ 
it didn't live in the house for one year, as lie was afraid. He thought ft* Hull 
ever alkm anyone other than a Hull to live there and if anyone tried they d be shot. 
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Today the house and property are back in Mull hands having been bought by Kay Hull. 

Allic Hull, his daughter, and her husband Bob Maxwell live there and have done 
extensive 

modifications hut still maintain the integrity of the house. During the Civil War, Union 
soldiers returning from the Battle of McDowell, stayed at the farm. Doug Hull told me 
that they actually stabled their horses in the house. The women and children hid in 
limestone caves that are found on the property. When the soldiers left, they burned the 
farm and outbuildings. During a recent renovation by Bob and Allie, they found scorched 
timbers in the house. 1 suppose that the family used any materials they could salvage to 
rebuild. 

We never talked about the Civil War. When it was brought up. Granddad got very 
angry. He said that there was no reason ever to place the Union in jeopardy. It should 
never have been split. One thing one never did was to make Granddad angry. There is a 
story about the Hulls and the beginnings of the Civil War. It seems that each county in 
Virginia sent a delegation to Richmond to vote for or against secession. A Hull was in 
the Highland County delegation. It had the charge to stay with the Union. However, on 
approaching the voting place in Richmond, they noticed several bodies hanging from 
trees. When they inquired about this, they were told that those individuals were against 
secession. Highland County aligned itself with the South. 

In the Manor House, there is a wide hallway that terminates into a large dining 
room, which abuts the kitchen. The hallway looks wide enough so that one could drive a 
large wagon through it. I suppose the thinking for this type of construction was to 
provide cooling ventilation in the summer. Individual rooms arc on either side of the hall 
and can be closed off to conserve heating and privacy. A wide stairway is on the left side 
and leads to the upstairs. Individual bedrooms are on both sides of a hall with two 
dormitory type rooms found at the end. 

The Hull reunion has been held at the Home Place the past few years. When I 
walk to the front door and look in to the house, the stories my Grandfather told about the 
place come to life. I le said that his Father would take his tobacco and twist it into ropes 
and hang it in the hall to dry. This could either be chewed or smoked. One time he was 
hav ing a business meeting when the boys got into a fight in die hallway. The noise was 
*> loud that his Father couldn’t conduct business and in his anger grabbed anything he 
co uld 

i„ hit the boys and break up the fight. The first thing at hand was the twist tobacco and 
< jranddad said that his Father bcut up his year's supply. 

Another way they made chewing tobacco was to place a thin layer of tobacco in a 
k cover It with mollis sc*. Iliis process was repeated until the crock was filled. 
Hk crock wav capped with a wooden lid that fit into the crock. A heavy weight such as a 
large rack w» placed on the lid. Overtime, this pressed the tobacco and molasses into a 
Nt«k dial could be cut into plug* for chewing. 
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,, . . | or tier dormitory type rooms, I hear my Grandfather laughing 

When oo ,n {j, c f, rs t thing you did when you got out of bed in the 

and telling that in ® out of your boot. It was a long, cold walk to the outdoors 

-"it told th* the first one up in the morning got the best clothes and the 

best horse did was t0 hunt fi s h, however, this was not 

• 1 They workid the firm as well. Granddad bought a farm on thcOldPike 

entirely trae. Iney when they ma de hay, he would sometimes help them 

t C."ffi*“° mis ' Hc ' v ' ,uld U " <he by hiUl “ 8 beSidethe 

™!h Us^ l Gr ^ a ™ e XouS7Amt Mariah to his home in Durbin when he set up 
housekeeping- My Mother .over! Ann, tfc“say 

S'r«hSr“ uld easily kill the do S s. Little did he know that the dogs "had been 
raised huntin and fightin’ bear.” The man tethered the bear with a long chain so it 
co^i’t run away but would have plenty of room to fight. Then the dogs were turned 
loose Well they went after the bear and it was soon apparent that the bear was m real 
trouble The man threw the money at Joseph's feet and begged him to ^} off ^ e d °S 
which he did The man then took his bear and hurried down the road When he got a 
T^ d^ce away and when Joseph went back into the house, die ^ r die 

where the dogs were penned and turned them loose. They immediately took off after the 
hear The man hearing the dogs turned and saw that they were coming after hmi. He 
lifted running with hi bear and in a panic he and the bear ran right through ******* 
into the house of a widow woman who lived along the road. In my mind s eye, 
the expression on that woman’s face when the man and bear burst into her home. 

Hunting bear gave the family the greatest, in my opinion, Hull story, b very 
member has heard it My Grandfather told this story many times but the telling 1 most 
remember was the one by Uncle Will, one of Granddad's brothers. 1 was really sick i 
the measles. They couldn’t get them to come out on me. Getting mmtetoxwae ou 
broke the fever and from that point on you would get well. Uncle Will and his 
Hilly came to visit Granddad. 1 learing about me, he and Billy would come and spen 
time with me. Hilly would sing me the song Billy Boy and Uncle Will would tell s o 
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I remember Uncle Will as being a kindly man. He wore a beard. The following story 
about the bear hunt is the one he told to me. It seemed that a huge bear had been raiding 
,he 1 lull’s animals killing both cattle and sheep lor some time. It was very crafty and had 
eluded their best efforts to kill it. After one incident, they made up their minds that they 
weren't going to come home until it was dead. After a long and arduous hunt, the dogs 
cornered the bear in a laurel thicket. Uncle Jim, another of Granddad’s brothers, always 
liked to run with the dogs and usually outdistanced the other hunters. He heard the dogs 
fighting the bear and when he got to the fight he saw that the dogs were attacking the bear 
in a verv limited space in the laurel thicket. They couldn’t maneuver, as they should. 

This Wiis to the advantage of the bear and it was killing the dogs. Uncle Jim crawled on 
his hands and knees into the thicket. The bear was reared back on it hinds legs fighting 
die dogs Uncle Jim was a crack shot and always went to the head, which produced a 
quick kill. He did this again shooting at the bear’s head. However, due to the angle, the 
bullets bounced off its skull. The bear saw Uncle Jim and came for him. In the limited 
space there was no where for Uncle Jim to go so when the bear charged he forced the gun 
down the bear’s throat and pulled the trigger. As luck would have it, he had one bullet 
left and it killed the bear. When the other hunters got to the scene, they found Uncle Jim 
sitting on the bear’s carcass holding the mangled body of his favorite dog on his lap. He 
was crying. When they examined the gun, the teeth of bear had dented the barrel. When 
they examined the bear, they said that every one of Uncle Jim’s shots had hit the bear and 
the area where the bullets hit could be covered with a silver dollar. That was some feat of 
shooting. Once at a Hull Reunion I repeated this story. Later in the day, two men from 
different parts of the family and at different times approached me and told me that they 
had Uncle Jim’s gun and one could see the teeth marks of the bear on the barrel. 

My Father won a liar's contest by telling this story with a different twist. In the 
mountains in the spring, a plant grows that the mountain people are partial to. It is called 
the Ramp. When one eats ramps, their breath takes on such an offensive odor that the 
cater cannot be in the presence of others. It seemed that Uncle Jim was particularly 
partial to ramps and had been eating large quantities for some time before this hunt. So, 
when the hear charged him, he stuck the gun barrel down the bear’s throat and pulled the 
trigger. The gun clicked empty. Uncle Jim breathed what he thought was his last breath 
and the hear rolled over dead. The ramps did it in. 

Granddad's Mother had a favorite friend who would visit her on a regular basis 
lor lunch. She always drove her own horse and buggy. To reach the house, she had to 
enm over a bridge and when she did the horse would rear and buck. It was all that she 
could do to control the horse. She’d tell Grandmother Hull that she just didn t know what 
waf the matter with that horse because every time she went over the bridge it went crazy 
and it was a wonder site wusn’t thrown und killed. She said that she just might have to 
t ci rid of it The reason for the horse’s strange behavior was that the boys, knowing the 
routine <>! their Mother's friend, would hide under the bridge with sharp sticks. When 
tlfc puur woman would ride over it, the boys would poke the horse's belly with the sticks 
earning it but buck and near. 




wrrc lots of parties and dances. The Hull brothers being handsome and 1 
suppose affluent were in demand. My Grandfather’s favorite tune was Turkey-In-The-^ 
sZv ‘ It seems that Granddad took the “prettiest girl in the valley” to a dance and when 
• h«*r home the horse and buggy ran off the road into a show drift and turned over. 
SHF,Teg"ken. I can intake how difficult it must have i*en to explain this to 
h^Father and answering the question, “Why weren’t you paying attention to where the 

h ° ,SC “Sey dfLrt to school in a one room school house. The boy’s nemesis was a girl 
named Sal Skinner. Sal could best the boys at any competition they could come up with 
no matter what they tried. Well, the boys all got together and decided to challenge herto 
a peeing contest. They thought that this was one match she couldn t possibly win. They 
JTthat on the grand day, Sal reared back and threw it six clapboards higher than any 

h 0 ' m Lucy had a suitor named George Brock. The boys didn’t like George and 1 
always thought it was because Aunt Lucy was the only girl sibling and no boy would ever 
be good enough for her. George went to Augusta Military Academy and when home on 
vacation was wont to wear his uniform. He came in for much cnticism by the brothers. 

One time, George was going to make a speech at the school. The brothers got 
there early and sat on the front row. This so unnerved George that he couldn’t make the 
sneech and had to leave the podium. This also produced a strong urge in him to unnate. 

He did so back stage into an empty, tin bucket and “it rattled so loud that everyone there 
could hear it” This further added to George’s embarrassment and he left immediately. 

This story was told with much glee. The story always ended with, “We scared the p~ 

out of him.” ..... . , « _,. 

Joseph wanted to give each of his sons land as their inheritance so that he could 

stand on his porch and see their farms. However my Grandfather took his inheritance to 
finance his schooling. Uncle Ernest took his and hecame a businessman running a store 
in Bariow W.Va. Aunt Lucy eloped with Uncle George getting married in the rotunda of 
ihc Capital in Washington, D.C. Joseph could not accept this and disinherited her. 
However, before his death, he wrote a letter to her saying that all was forgiven and to 
c home. 1 don’t know about her inheritance. She never came home to live. 

Uncle Ernest had marital difficulties and had a nervous breakdown. He was 
1 to a hospital for treatment My Grandfather was to meet him on the day he 
I from the hospital. For some reason, he couldn’t make it. Uncle Ernest went 
~<d committed suicide by cutting his throat with his razor. I’ve heard it said 
Uhi my Grandfather never forgave himself for not meeting Uncle Ernest. 1 never heard 
i this nor say anything about Uncle Ernest's death. 
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Education: 


Granddad intended Randolph Macon Academy and then the University of Virginia 
graduating with a degree in Medicine. While there he also lettered in football. Once his 
rather came to visit him and watched a football practice. After it was over, he said to 
Granddad that he had sent him to the University to get an education not to get killed. His 
son also a medical doctor, could not understand how one could attend medical school 
and play football at the same time. He’d often say that medical school must have been 
different in those days. When asked how he decided to become a doctor, Granddad 
w 0U id say that he was on the train to Charlottesville to enter the University of Virginia 
and study law. While on the train he met the family lawyer, Pinkney Jones. They started 
drinking and three days later he woke up enrolled in the University of Virginia Medical 
School. As interesting as this story was, 1 believe the actual truth was much more 

complex. 

Upon graduating from the University of Virginia, Granddad took a further year’s 
study in obstetrics at the Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore, Maryland. While there, 
he saw Ben Hur on the stage staring Francis X. Bushman. He often talked about how 
impressive the staging of the chariot race was and wondered how they did it. 

F.arlv Life in Durbiu : 

He came to Durbin, West Virginia answering the request of an aging doctor who 
advertised for an assistant. This was doing the time of the lumber boom and the old 
doctor’s practice had grown to such a size that he was having difficulty managing it. 

Soon all of the old doctor’s patients were coming to Granddad and he retired. Granddad 
married Virginia Sale from Orange County Virginia and brought her to his newly built 
house in Durbin. Ibey had one child, my Mother. My biological Grandmother had 
internal goiter and my Grandfather was taking her to The Johns Hopkins Hospital for 
further treatment when she died on the train. My Mother was very young when her 
Mother died. My Grandfather married again when my Mother was fourteen. His new 
wife was Monna Heltzel. She was the Grandmother that I knew. She worked as a 
K «>kkecpcr for a lumber company and had contacted smallpox. Granddad was her 
doctor. She was a great beauty. 

1.umber companies built their mills close to railroad tracks for ease of loading and 
transporting their lumber. Granddad would visit his patients in the lumber camps by 
riding a handcar Ibis rode on the train rails and carried one or two people. It got its 
name hceauvr the mechanism was such that one had to "pump it by hand to make it go.” 
Hr . mird his ntlwrr patients by horse. My Sister has the medical saddlebags that he 
earned cm hu rounds 

(iranddad gave people nicknames. Most young boys were called “Bill", young 
gui* married women "Mom”, and older women "Mother" or “Granny". He did 
t iw (uv.kruuiK--> t.» twt> individual-, who wore them all of their lives. One was Howard 
tkitttrri Jl»c Dchavriu were liny people. Ibcy weren't dwarfs but were simply small. 



Howard was less than five feet tall and probably weighed eighty-five pounds. One day 
Granddad heard a commotion outside his office and went to investigate. There was 
Howard, drunk, trying to light Glenn Gregg. Glenn was over six feet tall and weighted 
between two hundred and fifty and two hundred and seventy-five pounds. I toward was 
pushing the fight and Granddad yelled, “Knock him stiff Dehaven, knock him stiff.” 

From that day on until his death, Howard was known as Knock'm Stiff Dehaven or just 
plain Knock'm Dchaven. 

The other name was the one he gave to Hudson Hull. The Hulls lived next door 
to Granddad but were no relation. One day Hudson came out of bis house with a hat on. 
Granddad was sitting on the front porch and saw him. He yelled at Hudson saying, “That 
hat makes you look like a sap.” From that day on, Hudson was known as Sap Hull. 

Farh Recollections : 

1 was bom in my Grandfather’s home. He delivered me. My Mother would trust 
no other to attend her. 1 weighed three and one-half pounds. No, 1 don t remember this. 

My earliest memory of him was his holding me over his head saying undecipherable 
things to me. I suppose the thing that fixes this memory in my mind is that earlier Kitty 
Spencer and myself were practicing a little exploratory anatomy in the loft of my 
Granddad's garage. I was very impressed with Kitty but she not with me. It seemed that 
she took baths regularly with her brothers. My sister wasn’t bom for nine more years. 

The reason 1 couldn’t understand my Granddad was my fear that he might know what we 
had been doing, as my clothes were a mess. 1 wasn’t too adept at dressing myself. At 
what age does guilt over sex set in? I was four years old at the time. 

1 liked sitting on Granddad’s lap. He had a small potbelly and 1 would use it as a 
ledge. I also liked climbing all over his bookcase. The bookcase held his medical books. 

In later years. I learned some more about women through these books. Some of the 
things I saw in them were really horrific. About half the boys in Durbin also learned 
these things, as looking through his medical books was a favorite pastime when adults 
weren’t about. 

For some reason. Granddad gave me a new, red tricycle. It wasn’t my birthday as 
it is in November and there was no snow on the ground when 1 got my trike. 1 remember. 

I was in front of Hope 1 lull’s (no relation) house playing when he and my Mother came to 
pve it to me. Hope had a driveway that sloped to the street. Granddad and Mom kept 
try tng to get me to ride down the driveway and 1 wouldn’t do it because 1 was scared, 
i gave up in disgusl. When all had left, 1 rode down the slope and did it any number 
nme-, after that I remembered thinking why was 1 soured to do this? 1 also remember 
itic disappointment on my Mother und (irunddad’s faces at my not doing it when they tirst 
w anted me loo 

I he firtt lime I really bonded with my (irunddud as men was when he was taking 
tare ol f ik Wc were going to lake an cncmu together. Taking enemas was very big in 
thuae days I rctncmhci how enthusiastic I was ut this prospect. He gave me the enema 




and thcn one for himself and said that we had to lie on the floor so it would take effect. 

Well, I couldn’t wait and had to get rid of that affront to my person. 1 think that up until 
that time this was the very worse moment of my life. 

1 laving your body purged of whatever was in it making you sick was standard 
practice in those days. One of Granddad’s favorite medicines was calomel. It was 
Mercuric chloride. This was a powerful purgative but having mercury as part of its 
formula, one was given castor oil to get rid of it. Mercury is poisonous. When this 
treatment was finished, it was said that one could breathe in at one end and the breath 
would pass through and out the other. 

Cap pistols were very popular for guys my age. It seemed everyone had a cowboy 
cap pistol, in fact, some wore a brace of two. We had many battles and would get our 
caps at the Hiner Hardware Store. Once they had a cap pistol that was shaped like a little 
automatic pistol. I really wanted that gun but wondered how I could get the dime it cost. 
Granddad was an easy mark but usually not for frivolous things so 1 had to use my 
considerable skill at getting money out of him. It took some time but finally he gave me 
the dime and 1 went off to get the pistol. For some reason 1 didn’t walk down the steps to 
downtown as 1 usually did, but rather walked down a path that ran along the Wilhide’s 
fence 1 was flipping the dime into the air and catching it, playing like 1 was a gangster m 
the movies when one toss went over the fence. 1 ran to the gate to get on the other side 
and retrieve my dime. When I got to the pace where 1 thought it had dropped, there was a 
big, old, coiled black snake. There was no way I was going to disturb that snake, dime or 
no dime. What to do? 1 was desperate, so back I went to Granddad. He had no patience 
at all for my hard luck story so no new dime. In fact, T think 1 remember a bit of disgust 
in his voice when he said no. Today, flunking back on this, 1 realize how preposterous 
this true story must have sounded. 

He checked on our family almost every day. On one occasion, my Dad bought my 

Mother an automatic washing machine for her birthday. Both were proud of this as it 

represented quite an expenditure and was a new innovation. So when Granddad made his 
visit, my Dad proudly showed it to him. Granddad said, “Hell Hip, you might as well 
have bought her a mule.” Poor Dad. 

Accidents ; 

Granddad was the Mayor of Durbin. One of his duties was to check on the flow of 
chlorine gas into the water reservoir that held the town’s water. A town workman 
assisted him in this. The mechanism for dispensing the chlorine was kept in a brick 
house constructed for this purpose. The house had a metal door. Once while adjusting the 
chlorine flow, the valve broke filling the house with chlorine gas. While trying to escape 
ibe door cloved and jammed. By some feat of strength, they broke the door down and got 
■*ui but by the time they did, both had been exposed to an almost lethal amount of the gas. 
komebow they made ii home. Someone came to our house and told my Mother about it 
•rxl she ran to GranddadY Sometime later I went down to his house which was full ot 
l« .»plc My Mother and lIncle were lying on the floor crying, as were others in the room. 
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.„r„ KAcirlr 1 ois Hiner and asked her why everyone was crying. She 
' TT, T&S my Granddad was going to die. I didn’t really understand the significance of 
lok ” . , undetected upstairs to see my Granddad. 1 opened the door to his room 

,h, t he wiison the floor with a towel over his head breathing in steam that he was making. 

Wh .n l^lked into the room he looked up and I said, “Granddad are you going to d,C? 
.?3i ' Hdl no Ben, si. down.” So 1 stayed with him. He would from time to time 

,k * * , •. un nhleem 1 stayed wiUi him for quite awhile until 1 was missed and 

cough and spit P Phlegm- ‘ stayec ^ j ^ ^ ^ ^ colored people from Frank 

ZZZZU out side the house singing hymns until they were told that my 
UU1K ‘ 1 ‘ . . n u_ .,ii noht Some few years later, the man who was with 

uchad 

k v that exncrienccd and never was able to work again. 
h “ n "dad had other injuries. Once on a call, he was climbing 

He tried to break his fall with his hand and in domg so ran a wrre wto hr t palm an 
: his arm in those days there were no antibiotics, sulfur drugs, nor tetanus 

^UorTu was very possible that he could develop blood poison or gangrene He 
could have lost his arm and even his life. This was a serious injury. He spent several 

da« in the hospital ^"XT^tep Mary Catheryne, took a drive. This was 
a favori^famfljn^frne. my^ukuklewhen hre'^ror^mruned open^wi^a^ Catheiyne 88 

. P ‘ M Uncle George was home from school and said for me to get Granddad by 

him by his feet. We —*“£ «" 
and down the steps while Dad brought the ear around to put him m. Wgot.tothe 

* mkiril drop him. 1 forgot to say that while we were carrying him, he was yellmg mi 
.. the inure time. It was one heck of a job getting hue loo. horn mulehe -and^ 
, lAl> It When it whs freed. I gave a mighty push and into the car he b 

“ .he church and school, the only other public place to go v»s 

Ibc n* • .o I >uihm had « theuter with showings on Tuesday and 1 hursdus <v c mng^ 
')*ir *»c»c iwo *how%. our nt seven and the other at nine. ou cc ’ 1 ' ^ • 

*ni fc ,—up v*i*-n your,stents let you go to the nine o’clock show Aftertbc s ^ • 

iht luuunc t" g« u> ( Rcsteurmnt for a coke and nabs, tnmnddad s* o 

tbc building nest to the restaurant t )nc evening, I was going to Gum s a er *<*- 
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show when 1 noticed Granddad’s car. It was really late for liim to be there. I went to the 
door and knocked mid saw him peek through the blind. I suppose he thought no one 
could see him when lie did this. He saw it was 1 and let me in. He was not in great shape. 

1 le was sitting in one of the waiting room chairs with a pair of teeth forceps in his hand. 

On the table was an almost empty bottle of whiskey . His single tooth was giving him 
fits and he was trying to get up the courage to pull it. 1 sat with him for some time and 
several times he would put the forceps in his mouth but just couldn’t bring himself to pull 
ihat tooth. 1 took him home so he could go to bed. The next day he called me and wanted 
me to drive him to Ralph Sweeker’s. Ralph was a dentist and the son of Dr. Sweeker. His 
office was in Bluegrass, Virginia Well over we went. Dr. Sweeker and Ralph were 
waiting for us. They took Granddad inside and 1 stayed with the car. Well they got the 
deed done The offending tooth was removed but Granddad was a wreck. The whiskey, 
the trauma of having to go through this, and the Novocain all had a tremendous effect on 
him It took Dr. Sweeker, Ralph, Buddy Sweeker, and Mrs. Sweeker to get Granddad out 
of the office and into the car. Now what to do? I couldn’t take him home in this 
condition so 1 decided to drive. Granddad acted as if he was in a trance and I hoped that 
he would sleep. Wc drove to Franklin, Mouth of Seneca, and on to Elkins. By that time, 
he was almost coherent so I decided to get us some supper. We stopped at the City 
Restaurant and I got Granddad inside. I ordered for both of us and paid for the meal. 
Granddad said 1 did well. He was doing a lot better so we drove home. At Cheat Bridge 
we had to stop for a train. Granddad woke up and had me back the car up as he felt we 
were too close to the track. We got home and 1 got him to bed. It was late and a long 

dav. I was fourteen years old. . 

Granddad had false teeth. I believe that most upper false teeth are held in place by 
a vacuum, but not Granddad’s. His uppers were held in place by that one tooth. Now 
that the tooth was gone, he had a lot of difficulty with them. It was not uncommon tor 
them to come down when he talked and from time to time he would inadvertently spit 
them out. Once he was invited to be the speaker at the Kramer Reunion. The Kramer 
Family was a large one that had their origins in the Allegheny Mountains along the Old 
Pike. We got there and John Townsend introduced Granddad with much fanfare, as was 

his custom. Granddad began to speak and spit his teeth right out. I picked them up. John 

ran over with a pitcher of lemonade and washed them off. Granddad didn’t miss a beat. 

He told the story about Uncle Jake Kramer the patriarch of the dan. It seemed that Uncle 
Jake loved to hunt and the type that the loved best was bear hunting. On one hunt he was 
(mining his dogs. They treed a bear and Uncle Jake wanted to get the bear out of the tree 
vi his dogs could run it again. He tried everything, yelling, poking it with a stick, nothing 
worked. So he climbed the tree and out on to the limb where the bear was clinging. His 
intent was to shake it down hut instead the limb broke and down came Uncle Jake and the 
be at The dogs jumped in and in the ensuing melee, the dogs attacked Uncle Jake instead 
of the bear and the bear got nway free. 
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1 loved visiting and staying at Granddads. Eating breakfast was always a treat. 

Mv Grandmother would fry ham or bacon then would fry eggs in the grease and finally 
would make gravy in it. She served all this over drop biscuits, which 1 loaded with butter 
and 1 would eat until they got tired of cooking for me. It seemed that we also ate a lot ot 
Sunday meals at Granddad’s. Fried chicken was the main staple. My Grandmother 
would always begin the meal by saying, “Now let’s enjoy a nice quiet meal.’’ From that 
time on it was bedlam. We argued about any and everything. Politics was a lavonte 
topic. 1 remembered once that my Uncle George was taking a psychology class in college 
and Granddad gave his interpretation of psychology by asking the question, “did the tiger 


for food or for the love of killing?” We had a great time with that one. During these 
discussions, 1 was treated as an equal and was never censored or criticized for my 

opinions.^ Hudson, the town Postmaster and my Granddad’s best friend 

stopped by just as we were having dessert. It was cake and ice cream. Mr. Hudson joined 
us at the table and Grandmother served him dessert as well. She forgot to get him a spoon 
and while she was doing this, Granddad licked off his spoon and gave it to Mr. Hudson. 
My Grandmother was horrified at this and my Granddad said, “Wc drink out of the same 
bottle, why can’t we eat off the same spoon?” 

Holidays were a special treat. I always remember Thanksgivings at Granddads, 
Christmas at our house as no one loved Christmas more than my Dad, and Easier at 
Ruth’s family. One Thanksgiving we had a turkey that Granddad had killed. It was the 
quietest Thanksgiving that we ever had as all through the meal everyone chewed their 
turkey very cautiously because they were afraid of breaking a tooth by biting down on 
some shotgun shot that might have still been in the meat. 

The Spencer family lived near Granddad and one of their sons, Sterl, was 
fascinated by him. He would come and watch Granddad every chance that he had. Sterl 
was about five years old. Once, we were having lunch and eating soup. It was hot and 
Granddad was sipping it and making quite a bit of noise. Sterl said, “Musn’t slurp your 
v>up Doc.” This gave the family one of its favorite admonitions. 


Politic* : 

Granddad loved politics. Being brilliant, articulate, and opinionated, he exposed 
his view*, long and loud. He was u Republican's Republican. His next door neighbor, 
aiko a Hull but no relation was just tus strong a democrat. They often had discussions over 
fence and *>mc got so intense that members of each family would have to pull them 
* into their home*, to avoid bloodshed. Granddad ran for and won a seat in the West 
Virgjma I «g»laturc He lost a bid for rcclcction because his opponent used the slogan. 
"Keep Due Hull home to he can practice medicine.” 





My Grandmother told me ol'a political rally that was held in Thomwood, a 
lumber town. There was a lot of drinking in the morning and after lunch when Granddad 
cave his speech. One person sitting in the front row was sleeping but on occasion would 
wake up and shout at the top of his voice, “VOTE FOR DOC HULL!” Then would pass 
out again. The drinking continued into the afternoon and then a fight broke out. The day 
was getting late and votes had to be cast before the sun went down. Somehow they got 
everyone together and voted them on a lumber pile. There were thirty eligible voters in 
the town and Granddad got thirty-one votes. 

May: 

Grandmother had a maid to help her clean and cook. Her name was May. At 
least this was the name we called her. Her real name was Margaret Jackson but we never 
addressed her by that name. Her sister’s name was May and this was what we called her. 
She never objected. 

May was a part of the family. She was always included in our activities and ate 
with us at the dinner table. Once my Mother’s cousin. Cousin Lummy came to visit. 
Cousin Lummy was from my Mother’s Mother side of the family. She was a Southern 
lady through and through. She lived in Gordansville, Virginia in Orange County. 1 
remember a conversation she had with my Mother about “nigras”. She said that she 
would never, ever sit at a table and eat with one. Well, we were all invited to Granddad’s 
for dinner. May served up the meal and then took her usual place at the table. I was 
watching Cousin Lummy very closely but she never batted an eye and seemed to enjoy 
her meal. My opinion ofher increased exponentially as I admired how she handled this 
situation. 

May was a protector of children. I can remember that when some of the town 
boys were giving me a particularly hard time. May and I set a strategy. She told me to get 
their attention and to call them several names, which she taught me. When they started 
chasing me, I was to run around the bam and there May would be waiting with a broom. 
The town boys were terrified of May and with good reason. As long as she was 
accessible, I had no difficulty along those lines. May was also a reservoir of plainspoken 
information particularly when it came to sex. My Mother was progressive in handling 
this topic and whenever 1 had a question she would answer it at lengths using terminology 
that I didn't always understand. I’d go ask May the same question and she would give me 
the real skinny. 

May lived in Frank and would walk to Grandmother’s. As far as I remember, she 
never missed a day of work. The distance was over a mile and on some winter days, the 
temperature wa* well below zero. She occasionally wore men’s trousers but mostly only 
a drew I nuked her once if her legs didn’t get cold. She told me that it was a poor 
«M*nan who didn't have enough heat in her backside to keep her legs warm. 

Once a former boyfriend came to visit May and she asked my Grandfather for 
tune off lie aaid n.k but told her not to go with this man, as he was no good. May 
didn't luacn and they went off together. During the course of the day, he tied her to a tree 




and beat her with his belt. May recovered but didn’t forget. She carried a small pistol for 
protection. She heard that he was in town and she went looking for him. When he saw 
her coming he hid in the grease room of the local filling station. May found him there 
and started shooting. She never hit him and he escaped through the only window in the 
room. 1 lc left the country and was never heard from again. 1 would go down to the filling 
station and look into that room. I always marveled that first. May had missed him in such 
a small, confined space, and second, that he could climb through that tiny window which 
1 didn't think was large enough for anyone to get through. 1 suppose that desperation can 
solve many problems. 

May liked her drink and when she had none of her own would get into Granddad s 
supply. 1 have seen her on occasion fill a water glass with whiskey and drink it down. 
Grandmother was against all drink. In fact, she at one time was the national secretary of 
the WCTU. Everyone respected her stand on this and never did one even mention drink 

her presence. On election days, she and her friends would work along side the 
bootleggers to get people to vote Durbin dry. My Grandfather would keep his whiskey 
out of sight by hiding it in various places. He also knew of May’s penchant for an 
occasional drink. Once, I saw him recover a bottle from his clothes hamper that was full 
when he put it in and now was half-empty. May had been at it. He urinated into the 
bottle saying that this would fix her if she ever tried that trick again. I never learned the 
outcome of this strategy. 

Highland County Visits : 

We used to visit the family in Highland County. We usually went to Uncle 
Buzz’s and Aunt Annie. Uncle Buzz’s real name was Allie Porter Hull. He was a 
brother of Granddad. I never knew how he got the name Buzz. He was a tall, thin man 
like all of the Hull boys. He was also painfully shy. Grandmother used to tell the story 
that "when Dr. Hull took me to meet his family, the first place we stopped was at Annie s 
and Buzz’s. He was so shy that he jumped out the back window rather than meet me. 1 
always liked Uncle Buzz and would sit with him in his favorite place on the back porch. 
He had driven a nail into a porch post so he could rest his rifle on it. This would steady 
him as he shot at groundhogs that lived in the hill across from the house. Aunt Annie was 
,,nc great cook and her meals were absolutely sumptuous. 

My l Jncle Cicorgc would visit and stay for a week at a time. One ol the sons, 

Hu hard, was his age and they were great friends. Once they were hunting groundhogs and 
inrurred oi>c in a log pile. Richard peaked in one end of the pile and George the o lor. 

< ,n, j K r -aw the groundhog and shot. The bullet ricocheted of a log and hit Richard in t e 
chest U c lu»ri driven over that duy to bring George home. I remember seeing Richard m 
. CXI a* they were taking him to the hospital in Charlottesville. He looked mighty bad but 
iued Year*. I liter he wa-. shot ugain in the chest while serving with the Army in the 
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European Theater during WW II. When they x-rayed him they saw two bullets but only 
one entrance hole. They couldn’t understand it until Richard was able to tell them his 
story of having been shot before. It seemed that the bullet of his first wounding was so 
dose to his heart that the doctor’s didn’t remove it. 

When 1 got hack to Durbin, I learned the value of a gruesome, factual story as 
gossip. 1 went all over Durbin telling everyone that George shot Richard. I was invited 
into the homes of people who wouldn’t even acknowledge my presence before. I had 
never been so popular. 

Uncle Buzz and Aunt Annie had two other sons, Ray and Roscoe. Ray was a 
businessman and had obtained the contract for delivering the United States mail. Roscoe 
helped him in tliis endeavor. Roscoe was a larger than life individual. He had a deep, 
resonate voice and an outgoing personality. One of the routes was to Bartow, West 
Virginia. At the end of one of George’s stay, Roscoe was driving him home. The vehicle 
they were riding in had no top. When they got to the top of Allegheny, a hawk few across 
the road. Roscoe pulled out a pistol and started shooting at it and ran off the road and 
down over the mountain. Fortunately no one was hurt and George eventually got home. 

We would also visit Uncle Tom, another of Granddad’s brothers, especially in the 
spring when the maple sap was rising. He had a sugar camp in which he made maple 
syrup. A sugar camp is a building in which a long, brick, fire trough was constructed. 
Large, metal pans called evaporators were placed on top. In front of the trough was a door 
where one could feed firewood. Uncle Tom would let me ride on the sleigh with him as a 
horse pulled it from tree to tree and he collected the sap. At a ratio of forty gallons of sap 
n, one gallon of syrup, he had to tap a lot of trees in order to make any kind of profit. It 
took a lot of time to collect it all and 1 didn’t mind one bit for to me it was fun. He 
pourel the sap into a large barrel that he carried on the sleigh. When he got back to the 
^ugar camp, he would pour the sap into the evaporators. He knew exactly how long to 
K.il the sap until it became maple syrup. If allowed to boil, too long it would turn into 
vugar Sometimes, people would deliberately take sap or syrup home and boil it until it 
did become sugar and then by some process would mold it into sugar cakes. This was a 
favorite of my Grandfather. As the cooking progressed, drops would be placed into cold 
water as a test to sec how much longer to cook it. These balls of presugared maple syrup 
were called clunkers and were usually given to impatient children to eat. 

< >1\cn. Granddad would go to the store and buy ham, bacon, and eggs and throw 
them directly into the evaporators to cook. Wc then ate this on good homemade bread. 
M«jfc bum likely it was salt-risin' which was the bread of choice. Did anything taste 
teller'’ ! learned later that when the maple sap started to thicken it would begin to fro 
I tnluted tl»e clfn icncy of evaporation and slowed things down. Operators woul 
(no time ««> tune odd «il to the evaporators to prevent this from happening. Granddad 
putting litKin and ham into the evaporators had the same results. 

«»«*.< 1 vfw-nt a week with lInclc Tom 1 was in high school at the time. Before 
trfi ni' Motion u4tl me to h«trn to t)ncl« I orn uiwl to do anything that he usked. 1 swore 

16 




to do so. The next morning he said, “Ben do you like waffles?” I said, “Uncle Tom, I 
love waffles.” He fed me waffles three times a day for the rest of the week. To this day, 1 
cannot eat a waffle. It was during the opening week of trout season. Virginia had a really 
super trout-stocking program. The little stream, a branch of the Potomac, was always full 
of trout on opening day. My Grandfather drove me over after school and didn't leave until 
late. He and l Incle Tom told story after story and to say I was entertained would be an 
understatement. Many of those stories arc in this paper. 

The next morning I got up early and started out. It was cool and I wore an Army 
surplus parka over my clothes and put on my old boy scout campaign hat. 1 was fishing 
with flies and it was not the time of year to do this nor were the trout accustomed to 
eating natural food having been raised in a hatchery. 1 wasn’t catching any fish but 1 was 
having a great old time. I climbed over a gate across the stream and when 1 was on top I 
saw what looked like a lot of people dancing down steam. 1 didn’t pay much attention and 
when 1 got to where this took place, Richard Hull was waiting for me. He said, “Ben are 
vou trying to get yourself killed?” I asked what he meant. He said, “Look how you're 
dressed. These guys thought you were a game warden and it scared the heck out of them.” 
The dancing 1 saw were the people throwing their fish away into a laurel bush and 
running away. The fish were illegal for two reasons; one being those individual catches 
exceeded the limit and by the manner in which they were caught. Richard showed me 
how . They were snared. To do this, one tied piano wire into a noose and attached it to 
the end of a long, stout stick. They would then sneak up to the stream and if they saw a 
troui would slip the noose over its head and jerk. The noose would tighten and they 
would yank the fish out of the water. Judging from the number of trout collected by 
Richard, they were very skilled at this. He took the fish home and 1 went back to Uncle 
Tom’s to more waffles. 

1-ater. Uncle Tom told me of a secret place. He had found it at a stile he crossed in 
collecting his milk cow. There was a deep hole there and he had seen trout in it. He 
helped me dig some worms and 1 put my flies in my pocket and baited a hook with the 
worms On my fist cast, a big trout hit that worm and soon I had him on the bank. 1 
made another cast and soon had a second trout alongside the first. 1 didn’t catch any more 
but went home with two beautiful fish. 

lift turn- 

A» I lu»d mentioned earlier, (irunddad had a farm on the Old Staunton-Parkersburg 
1'iic !i an old farm that had a house, several outbuildings, and a large ham. He 
icaJ)* cni.ocd il*r form ll was place he could go to in order to get away from the 
prrsMjic work people would call him all times of the day and night seven days a 
»wri I tat mg ii»c Iaim -.urc beat ihc old mcilusd of when someone knocked on the front 
Si*.* «,.( fti» twHiwr, he would sometimes hide in the dining room and have me tell the 
calks Uutf be was ua a use Ihcn if he recognized the person, he would conic out and 
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welcome them with much gusto. Those people would then look at me with pure hate in 
their eyes. 

As my Grandfather aged, my Mother was even more protective of him and 
apprehensive about his whereabouts. Once, we were having a snowstorm and Granddad 
wasn't home. The evening grew later and later. Finally, Mom said to me that we were 
going out and see if we could find Granddad. We drove to the farm and the snow was so 
deep that wc couldn’t drive up the road to the house. So we got out and walked up the 
hill to it. We got there and the door was unlocked. We went up stairs and there was 
Granddad in bed reading. He had the old King Heater red with a wood fire and the place 
was really snug. Mom was satisfied that he was o.k. and we went back to the car. 1 
remember that Mom slid down the hill on her backside. 

Granddad knew farm work. He kept sheep and during shearing time, I was 
allowed to help. My job was to help throw the sheep onto a platform for shearing, they 
are much lighter than they look, and then turn the crank of the cutter machine.. It took 
skill to do the shearing and 1 admired those who could do it. The wool was then stuffed 
in burlap bags for later sale. Wc wore our boots when we stuffed the bags and would 
pack the wool with our booted feet. The lanolin of the wool would coat our boots and 
this waterproofed them and made them pliable. 

Making hay was an important job in the summer time. The hay was either cut by 
hand using a scythe or by a mowing machine. Granddad was the best with a scythe of 
anyone I have ever seen. Individuals using specialize hay rakes would rake the cut grass 
into windrows and allow it to dry. Once dried, the hay was raked into piles called shocks. 
It would then be put into the loft of the bam or stacked. The manner in which the shocks 
were moved was to place a chain around the shock and attach it to a special harness on 
the horse. Someone rode and guided the horse to where the shock was to go and then 
pick up others. Stacking hay was also a skill that not everyone knew and individuals 
were 

hired just to do this. Today hay is bailed and stacking is probably a lost skill. 

One of the worse moments of my life happened at haymaking. 1 was riding the 
horse collecting and pulling the shocks when Granddad criticized me for doing something 
wrong. I don't remember the exact exchange but what 1 do remember was that 1 was 
feeling my oats and smart-mouthed him in front of everyone. I immediately regretted this 
a/id knew 1 had done wrong. A few minutes later he yelled to me to, “come here!” 

1 cchng bad, I jumped off the horse and ran toward him. He thought 1 was being defiant 
b> not riding the horse over to him. He told me get off the farm and go home. Well 1 lost 
my temper and walked off the farm in a huff. 1 was waking down the Old Pike when his 
as pulled up behind me. I It* jumped out of the car and said. “Get in!” Well he had a 
« 1 m.L m hi-- hand and started hitting me on the hack with it. 1 started running around the 
lot v*nh him nght with me. At every step, he would hit me with that stick and pieces of it 
|)> ulT I tried to get into the passenger side of the car. anything to get away from 
«>*»t Uxk ImjI my friend Donny Spenser was in the car and when lie saw Granddad come 




ai me with that stick, he locked the door. I’ll never forget the look of terror on Donny’s 
face its he tried to yet it unlocked so I could get in. After what seemed an eternity, he got 
the door open and 1 was able to escape that stick. Once in the car 1 started crying. 1 was 
crushed, first that my Granddad would hit me and second that I knew that 1 deserved it. 

He drove us home and 1 went into the house and back into my room. 1 was crying and 
when my Mother asked what happened, Donny yelled, “Doc hit him with a club.” Well 
no tiger was more protective of its cubs than my Mother was with my sister and me. 

Down the road she went and confronted my Grandfather wanting to know just what 
happened. Granddad laughed and said that he had hit me with a Polk stock and that it 
didn’t hurt me. He was right; I wasn’t hurt, as Polk stock isn’t much in the way of a stick 
and when dry is easily broken. This is why when he hit me bits of the stick flew apart. It 
didn't hurt me but it sure did have a great dramatic effect, which added to Donnie’s 
terror. 1 finally cried myself out and my Mother sent me downtown on some errand. To 
get there. 1 had to walk past Granddad’s and there he was sitting on the porch. He yelled 
at me to come up there. I ignored him. Then he yelled again and I relented a little. 1 was 
feeling pretty guilty. He called to me again and 1 went up and sat beside him on the 
glider. He put his arm around me and all was well with the world again. But 1 never 
forgot the lesson and 1 never smart-mouthed my Grandfather again. 

War Years : 

War came to Durbin in a very dramatic way. A pilot on a training flight crashed 
his plane up John’s Run. As people would say, “It is a God forsaken place.” Some 
people said that they both heard and saw the plane and knew that it was in trouble. When 
n crashed, it caught fire and burned. Granddad was called, as law enforcement wanted a 
doctor on scene while they investigated. When he arrived, the pilot was still in the plane 
and he helped remove the body. Tliis was quite exciting to me and the next time I saw 
(»randdad 1 asked him about it. I could see that he was very distressed about what had 
happened and I never bothered him about it again. However, it seemed everyone in the 
country who could ride or walk went to see the site. They carried away anything that 
j. 1 yet their hands on as souvenirs. The next day at school, my friend Bill Mullenax 
had fart of the pilot’s gas mask. When the Army arrived, they put guards around the 
[■'.is *c conducted their investigation. I,ater they brought in trucks and earned away 

what wm left 

The war hit 1 Turbin very luird. I suppose that it was because the town was small 
miid rvrf .oftf- knew everyone else I hcrc was great apprehension about all that served, 
t ink (»<-«•»gc »draft'd and this caused Granddad much worry. This wus brought 
tfnittc viwdh when word nunc dial Billy Watts was killed. He was George sage. 

\k on ha th* d* w<u. Morn hod me to go with (irunddad whenever possible. He was 
fritu«t •-•rfwwkrd, and now had this on his mind. 'Hus was mi chore for me, as 

I krtoJ going with him 




Laic one evening, my Mother hadn't seen my Grandfather's car and was worried. 

My Grandmother was away on WCTU business and he was alone. She told me to go to 
his house and wait for him. .As I said, it was iate and 1 was really afraid of staying in that 
house alone. At night it creaked and moaned and 1 was sure someone or something was 
coming to get me. I didn't go upstairs to go to bed but instead laid down on the couch, 
lhis didn't help much because someone was supposed to have died oo dm couch. 
Exhausted. 1 finally went to sleep. I must have slept for some time when I feh a hand oo 
mv shoulder. They say that I jumped completely over the sofa. Fortunately, it was my 
Mother who came to check if all was o.k. My Granddad still wasn't home. Upon 
checking, we found where be had returned and had eaten a piece of pie and then left on 
another call. He had been very quiet so as not to waken me. 

.Another time it was just he and 1 the house. I was awakened by a pounding on the 
door. It was not unusual for people to call him out at niehL But this time h was some 
lady from Frank and a companion. Her name was Lilly and she was drank. She said ihai 
*he wanted to come and visit her friend Doc Hull and get a onnk. Granddad told her in 
no uncertain terms to get the hell out of the house. She said that she was coming up the 
stairs to his room and visit. Granddad told her that if she came up the stairs he was going 
to kick her back down. So up the stairs she came saying. “Nov. Doctor Hull, you 
wouldn't do that to old Miss Lilly would you?” She almost made ft to the top when I 
heard my Granddad give a shout, she gave a scream, and then there was a sound of a body 
failing down the stabs. All was quiet for a moment, then 1 heard the front door slowly 
close. The next thing I heard was the door to Granddad's room close. 1 went baHc to 


The first thing he did was to teach me to drive. He had a Chevrolet coupe h w-a? 
not in verv eood shape. It had the gearshift on the steering wheel. One could tell his 
mood by the way he raced its engine. He would start the car. race the engine, and thee let 
ots the clutch, and drive away about five to ten miles per hour. Burned out crutches were 
the noon. Being tall, he drove the seat as far back as it would go. ft was broken and 
could not be adjusted. IMien 1 got behind the steering wheel to drive. 1 had a hard time 
shting near ft and seeing out the window. Also, my feet batch reached the petals. 
Sometimes. 1 sat on his medicine bag to help. Bin learn to drive l did. As I got better ana 
confidence. I also became bolder and listened less and less to Granddao. A 
lavonte drive was to the top of Allegheny, ft was a steep, curvy road and not where you 
wanted to leach anyone driving skills. 1 remember we would drive ai the breakneck speed 
of rwentv-five miles an hour. We would drive to a place on the mountain where there 
was a spring People would cocnc here to get water for theft use at home. There was a 
•sde piacc m the woods where they turned their cars and wagons around. 1 pulled the car 
.mo the turnoff in order to rum around When 1 put the car in reverse and started Acting 
up. (,rar*Vl*i started yelling. “Turn the wheel, turn the wheel!" Well 1 turned the wheel 
mid the more 1 turned it the more Granddad shouted It seemed that I was turning the 
wheel the wtor* way and we ended up in the ditch This was no ordinary ditch buto« 
M 3 deep thm the rear of the car rested on the edge of the ditch and the wheel was off the 
puma d AjwmJ murk cubing and yclluif. Granddad couldn't get the car ch* no matter 
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t dumb. 


L . ... Idont think 1 have mentioned this before, but Granddad had cussing 

xvhat hcdi i ^ foml Being a brilliant orator, he could go on for what seems 
developed himself. Turning the air blue to describe this was to do it a 

He .old r among other things, that he couldn’t undersmnd how Ms 
disservice, h he was iving mc directions and that 1 wasn t bom that« 

happened . pe y wouldn’t get the car out no matter how much Granddad raced the 
11 — sometogtdTc be done so 1 started walking up the road ,o where 1 

W^Mnetved who mteht help. Also I wanted to get as far away from Granddad 
bTe I eventually came to a house and knocked on the door. A man answered and 
IcxDlairiedwho 1 was and our predicament. Mountain people to say the least are very 

^ ir*n<; of evervone But my red eyes from crying and obvious distraught must have 

S31 thTmy had JSl He said, “So Doe HnU is stuck in a ditch. May be 
I can help. Come with me.” We went to the side of his house, which was built on a veiy 
steep slope, and there was his car. It was up on blocks. The man motioned for me to get 
in which I did and the he told me to rock back and forth and he began doing this. What 
he was dong became crystal clear and I almost froze with fear. The idea was to rock the 
car off the blocks and as it started its forward motion to release the clutch and the motor 
would catch At least this was the plan. I started rocking back and forth along with the 
man and the car started to move. When it came off the blocks it was like die beginning of 
a horse race. Down that mountainside we went. We bounced along gaining speed at 
every foot Just before we got to a stand of trees, he threw out the clutch, the car started, 
and he brought it to a halt. This was not an experience that I ever wanted to repeat. 1 was 
soaked with sweat. This guy had to have the heart of a lion if this is how he started his car 
every time he wanted to go somewhere. I suspect that he walked most places rather than 
drove. Wc got the car back on the road and to where we were stuck. Granddad was 
waiting. The man had a chain, fixed it to our car, and pulled us out. Granddad asked the 
man how much he owed him and the man said, “Take it off the bill Doc.” Getting the 
man and getting the car out provided only a short respite in my chastisement which 
continued to Durbin. I think my crying did soften Granddad’s heart some and he allowed 


that the man had never paid anything on his bill before and never would. 

Granddad would drive a long way to service his patients. Once I drove him to 
Circlcvillc a distance of about forty miles plus round trip. He had to see a woman who 
ill. The area where she lived was called Dry Run. It is one of poorest areas in West 
Virginia My next door neighbor, Elbert Whanger who is one hundred years old, would 
tell me. Thote people at Dry Run arc mean. 1 hate to drive by there. They'll shoot at 
you." We got there and found the woman in her home and in bed. The home was the 
kind (ho fit on the back of a logging truck. When the owners got to where they were 
«M4fcj«g, they would put the home off and live in it. The old woman and was living with 
her daughter, ton-tn-law and their children. I never figured out where they all slept. 
Ilourva. the home wm clean The only decoration in the place was a picture of Roy 
Kogm taken from the hack of a comic book l*wplc gathered both inside and outside the 




«• When Granddad came to visit, it always created a stir. The patient was in the only 
r. Granddad examined her and said that she had double pneumonia. He said, “Granny, 
vou belong in a hospital is there any way you can go?” They both knew that if she didn’t 
' she wm ,id die and you could tell that they both knew that due to her circumstances, 
she couldn’t go. The next time we drove past that place, the house was gone. 

Another time Granddad was called out on a baby case at the 
Pocahontas/Pendclton County line. A distance of over twenty miles. When we got there, 
the husband met us at the gate and told Granddad that he got worried tf he would make it 
and had called Dr. Swecker who had just arrived. To say the least. Granddad was a bit 
nut off I le held a rather spirited discussion with the man the gist of which was that he 
should be compensated for having made the trip. The man assured him that he would pay. 
During all of this. Granddad had me back up to turn around. 1 couldn’t see too well as it 
was night and backed the car right into the gate. The bumper hooked one of its rungs. It 
was a big gate, the kind that swung across a road. Amid much yelling, I was told to pull 
ahead and when I did, 1 pulled the gate off its hinges. It took some doing to get it loose. 1 
thought 1 was in for it now. Granddad got into the car and surprisingly didn't say a word. 
AS we were driving home, he said, “Serves him right. I won’t gel a dune anyway. 

On these trips 1 would drive and he would sleep. Coming home, there was a big rock 
across the middle stripe in the road and 1 thought 1 would straddle it. 1 ran right over the 
rock. Granddad woke up and said, “Ben; you’re the only person 1 know who would drive 
clear on the other side of the road just to hit a rock.” 

Hunting : 

Hunting has always been a part of my life. 1 remember watching my Granddad and 
Uncle skin squirrels. I would then take the skins a stretch them on form boards that I had 
made. I kept them around the house and my Mother was tolerant of this. When my 
Uncle went into the Army, then my Grandfather would take me with him. I would carry a 
single shot 22. At lhat time. 1 wasn’t a very good shot but being out with Granddad was 
the important thing. 1 learned to shoot at Camp Minnehaha where they had a full time 
rifle instructor. Once we were walking along a path when my Grandfather raised his 
shotgun quickly and shot. A ruffed grouse came crashing through the trees. 1 hadn’t even 
seen it. 

Granddad had hunted all of his life and was equally adept with shotgun or rifle. 

I >abr»cy Kisncr said Granddad was on of the best shots he had ever seen. This is high 
praiv: as Dabney’s reputation as a hunter is well established among the hunting clan. 

< iMi- ldad liad the deer heads to prove his prowess in this type of hunting. They were the 
fw-xi*. of p.uit deer and they were hung in his office. Once he killed, “The bear ot the 
n»ou/iUin ’ It was u huge deer and he had the entire deer mounted. One day in the spring 
- ’f »■ k pulh up in front of our house with Granddad behind it. In the truck was ihc deer 
proudly announced tiutt he had brought it to me so wc could have it in our 
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, ! wus thrilled and Granddad was proud, but not my Mother. Our house was small 

ut thorv was no room for it. 1 said it could be put it in my bedroom but this was the 
„ ,«t room in the house and just wouldn’t work. So a sadder Granddad left looking 
f a Place for his deer. Well, Grandmother wouldn’t let him keep it at his house either. 
Finally Randolph Bledsoe let Granddad put it in the show room of his Chrysler 
toricmtiip There it remained for years. Randolph eventually got out of the automobile 
husmess and opened a motel. 1 don’t know what happened to the mounted deer. 

' We hunted deer whenever we could especially when George came home from 
College Our favorite place to hunt was Red Oak Knob in Virginia. It was on the Lazy K 
Bar Ranch that was owned by the Kendrick family. Mr. Kendrick was from New Mexico 
^ when he came east he bought and named the ranch. He also raised goats jh.ch was 
vciv novel to the people as no one had done this before. Red Oak Knob had been in 
Granddad’s family at one time. It was quite a distance from the main road and we could 

hUI1110 Sometimes we would hunt by ourselves, just Granddad and me, and at other times 
w have a variety of people with us. 1 liked going on the big hunts. We would meet early 
at Aunt Ann’s and Uncle Buzz’s to eat breakfast and get organized. I don t think it was 
unusual for upwards of forty men or more to be fed. They would feed us in shifts and the 
wives and daughters would cook. 1 have never seen such food before. There was always 
mounds of biscuits and cakes which we ate with maple syrup, heaps of eggs, and a variety 
of meats that would make any cardiologist blanch. We would eat our fill and then go 
- anting. Red Oak Knob was our destination. The hunt would follow the strategy oi 
-Jmc and stand.” Some men would be stationed at certain locations on the edge of a 
and the others would walk, “drive”, through the woods pushing the deer and 

* nates cr else was there out to the slanders who could shoot them. As the drivers moved 
through the woods they would hark like dogs. The beginning of deer season was also the 
beginning of small game season. Most of the drivers would carry shotguns to shoot 
iquirrcLv grouse, and turkey. After the morning hunt, we would usually gather at the 
*ater hole on to of the mountain and eat again. The older men would have a drink or two 

then someone would say, “Tell me, how does yourii gun shoot?” and the owner of the 
, jr. a - -aid say. "Why not give’er a try.” Someone else would put up a target and we d 
-rack The best shot was Dr. Swcckcr. Ile always carried a saddle carbine that was 
ict than the lever action rifles most carried. 11c could really shoot with that gun and 
mrjvm else who tried could not hit anything with it. 

'A r would go cm these big organized hunts only once a year. Other times, in 
<* out. only thrr- t I sually it was Granddad. Mr. Hudson who 

• a: r monddad'* heal friend, Ernest Simmons and I. Ifrncst helped Granddad at the tarm 

~~dd d» am thing (.r onddod asked or him On these hunts. Ernest would drive and 
~id mn m A* hwt of iIm- with Mr I ImUon 1 in- hunting followed a similar 
immra of ds bag hum Wc mruld hunt in the morning and then cal in the afternoon. As 
a< at w » -4d I • Mm to ftaiihall games on the radio Ihcrc was always some liquor and 



cr had jt so good. Al times he would drink a little too much, would turn the 
Tin on to some music, and dance on the fender of the car. We had some high old limes. 

Erncst had two sons who were severely retarded. They grew to be very large and 
tr mo They couldn't talk but would yell at the top of their voices. Ernest kept them at 
homcand never let them out of the yard. If 1 ever doubted the course of my Uncle 
George, what happened one-drty at Emeat’s removed it Gnmddad wanted us to del,vet 
lime message to Ernest. I suppose it had someth,ng to do with the farm. George sard that 
he would tell Ernest. He knocked on the door and suddenly the boys came around the 
house on a dead ran. They ran right at George and got to within a foot of him and 
screamed at the lop of their voices. He never moved a muscle but looked them right in the 
“v stopped, looked confused, and backed away. The boys got so large and strong 
that Earnest couldn't control them. Once we were eating lunch when Earnest burst into 
Ihe htntsc shouting, “come quick Doc. One of the boys kicked Grace >„ the ass and I 
think he broke her leg." Eventually they had to put them in a home where they both died. 
One had an appendectomy and kept pulling out his stitches. The tnctston would not heal 
mil he died The other, it was said, died of loneliness. .. 

When George came home from college we usually went on a hunt. Ernest would 
drive us to Red Oak Knob. Once as we drove to where wc parked, wc saw a big buck run 
into a laurel thicket. Granddad had George and I to do a drive around the ihickd to chase 
the deer out while he, Mr. 1 ludson, and Ernest took a stand. As I was finishing the drive, 

I heard loud voices. As 1 got closer 1 realized it was Granddad yelling. Come out from 
behind that tree you damn hound and come up here to me. You can t hunt on this 
property, as it’s private land.” 1 hurried to the sounds and when 1 broke into the open 
there was a man with a rifle hiding behind a dead chestnut tree. He and 1 looked at each 
other and his look was that of a trapped animal. I very carefully put my nfle on the 
ground and spread my hands to show him that he had nothing to fear from me. My 
Granddad said, “If you don’t come here I’m going to shoot through the tree. 1 believed 
him and the man seeing me as well must have believed him. Also about this time, 

George walked out of the woods and the man gave up and walked to where my Granddad 
and the others were. I followed behind. When he got to where Granddad was, Granddad 
recognized the man. Granddad’s entire attitude changed. He started pounding the man 
r.n his hack and telling him how glad he was to see him. He gave him a cigar and a tew 
K . u |p* of whiskey. The man took everything offered. Another man came out of the woods 
;.nd was introduced as the man’s son-in-law. He had been hiding. He was treated the 
•-unc way with whiskey and cigars. Granddad organized another hunt with the two new 
mrmhen of our group As wc were walking to where wc were going, 1 looked at the man 
and had never seen such hatred in my life. litis was one angry man. We went on our 
drive 

.:n ! -kiK-fi WC lame out of the woods, the man and his son-in-law were not with us. Some 
h..* tin s , ommumcaled and hid during the hunt. I was glad to see them gone. 1 thought 
vie u-ctc very lucky n% thin could have turned into an ugly incident. Mountain people are 
hard to predict 
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, i iv remember was ihe one with my Cousin Roscoc and 

rlK . hunt that 1 mostly ^ ^ ^ (ha( timc and he and Granddad set up the 

Granddad. RoSC ^“^ £ lob ail d as soon as we got out of the car we heard shooting, 
hunt. We others were hunting on a neighboring property and we 

Roscoc said that l) • • Granddad and Roscoc had planned to join up with them, 

could meet them. 1 thought d t of the shooling an d eventually did join up 

We walked oil the mounta Granddad wasn't there. Wc waited but he didn’t 

with the others. 1 looked ^und d earlier and would wait until 

come. 1 though, he must .rave &wp avvhile and then went back to 

Roscoe and I came back. , walked up the mountain and didn t meet 

looU for Granddad. He wasn»* " car, it w'as gone. Granddad had left us. 

him and when we go o w wa ^ t0 the ranch house and ask Mrs. Kendrick 

Well what to do? 1 he only th g narked liis car. But first, we sat down to 

to drive us to Allegheny line w ere . ^ whisky He started drinking this and 

figure this out and Roscoc pulled > P mo ^tain he finished that bottle and 
badmouthing Granddad. As we w h prct ty well soused. Mrs. Kendrick 

never shut up. When wc got the and said that she would 

responded to my knock and When we got there, Roscoc staggered to his 

drive us to where Roscoe s car P ‘ {her bo(tle „f whisky and said to Mrs. 
car. reached under his seat, an P s isc she did, drank it right out of the bottle 
Kendrick. “Have a drink. Much to y ^ out Q f the car, as he was very 

like a man. Roscoe drove me home anything to my 

angry. 1 also knew that he was " 0t r StU ^ I did see 

Granddad. I couldn’t wait to see Granddad to find out what jappe^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

him. he was very indignant. 1 le said thatwe how he did this. 

my hun. on Cheat Mountain. We hunted on an abandoned 

5S£=S££3=^Se. 

drove hock u, Durbin and on to Frank and got Mozzel Thompson^ Moml 
Gr»*kUi on several occasions both at home and on the farm, lie got m 

. r kv k „p «> n Cheat. Mood dressed out the deer. He had some b.g empt y^s ^ 

• ,, o*- tied roct m them. He took one deer with him and wc took the other. 

-C d.d lit. ounc Did we have difficulty of trying to gel nd ot that 
Ac v.. mi m my houic and my Mother kicked us out. She got re y ang . 

J, t,aniif.K out id s. ..son and said if anyone knew, wc could end up >o jail an . 

t .. for the good feeling 1 had about killing the deer. Granddad 

. - laut iiu>n «.. even try hi. home Wr went to Mr. Hudson’s. Granddad called 



ihrouRh his door to identify himself and Mr. Hudson said come in. It was late at night 
d he and his wife were in bed. I remember standing in their bedroom with a huge bag 
“J bleeding deer meat in each hand. Mr. Hudson was polite but said the same thing as my 
Mother So what to do? Here we were two outlaw hunters with die evidence in our 
hands We did what we should have done in the first place. We drove to Mozzel’s. He 
took the meat and we went home. No one ever mentioned this incident again. 


1 have never seen anyone work a fly rod as well as my Granddad. It was a thing of 
beauty to watch him fish. He fished only wet flies. He would tie a cast of two or three on 
his leader He always caught fish. Once we were fishing at Brocker on the West Fork of 
the Greenbrier and he caught two huge fish at the same time. No one ever taught me to 
fly fish but 1 would watch him and Mr. Hudson and would try to imitate them. Mr. 
Hudson was also a master fly fisherman. No one had better role models. 1 used to save 
my money and buy a dozen dry flics each spring from L L. Bean. 1 hose flies were 
perfectly tied. They were beautiful. I still enjoy tly-fishing and now tie my own flies. 

Quinton Hull, Granddad's nephew, came to visit from Medical School and to fish. 
Granddad couldn’t get away so he had me take Quinton fishing. At that time, I didn t 
have a fly rod nor reel so he gave me his. We drove up the West Fork of the Greenbrier 
and started fishing at Burner Dam. 1 hooked onto a big fish and was fighting it when it 
threw the hook. 1 lost my temper and threw the rod down and as luck would have it, the 
reel hit a lock smashing it. There I was, what would I tell Granddad? 1 wasn’t old 
enough to drive so as Quinton was driving us home I concocted the story that 1 had 
tripped and as 1 fell the reel hit a rock. Well 1 told this to Granddad and to say the least, 
he was not a happy person. He said, “Tripped hell, to do that damage you had to run over 
it with the car.” Quinton knew I had lied to my Grandfather. I don’t think he ever forgave 
me. 1 know 1 never forgave myself and still feel guilty about having done it. 

Mooseheart : 

My Dad was offered the position of Superintendent of Mooseheart in Illinois. 
Mooseheart was the institution that the Moose Association established for orphans of its 
members and a place where a single parent could come with their child or children. It 
was a beautiful place and ideal for my Father’s talents of meeting people and working 
with children. I le was to work for a year learning the position before taking over when 
the current Superintendent retired. I remember how hard it was for Granddad to accept 
that wc were moving away from Durbin. Dad, Mom, and Mary Catheryne moved in the 
late spring when .school was over in Durbin. 1 was in summer school at the University 
and when ii was over. Granddad, Grandmother, and George picked me up and wc drove 
to Moovhca/t ll took us two days driving. On the first day. Granddad complained so 
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nprV es That night when we stopped, we were deciding 
much that it got on wwyonB s q Granddad said. “I’ll sleep with Ben.” Cicorge 
who would go to what ^ s , in ^ c ran oj ^ ikc the ccwards lhey were. 1 didn’t get any 

. ind Grandmother said, O.K.. wate r, matches, etc. I lc read all night 

sleep at all as 1 had to get him o‘gars,n PI*’ lhe samc when ! slayed 

^kcpUhCBMon. — 

ovemieht “ ,d ,c " lhe nex ' w 

to stay longer but they wouldn’t Grandmother visited my family in 

At that year s Christmas, Gnm d ^ heautiftil and my l ather was 

Mooscheart again. 1 came m from ooUcge. whenever 1 could. But 1 couMl tell 

already well accepted. 1 went with he came home early and said that he 

JhaUe was under stress. 1 was to bed and examined him. 1 asked 

had a pain in his chest. Lt my Dad had a small heart attack. I asked 

my Granddad what he thought m we ’d wait for a bit. Mom had to 

if we shouldn’t get him to the h °^ff d ^ er and aske d if it was o.k. to leave, 
go to the store and get an d it would be all right if we went to 

Granddad said yes that my vm ^ ^ nc rang ^ the man said it for 
the store. We no sooner got to the store v g when we got there my lather 

us . u was Grandmother andtshe saidMe ieces . M y GrandmoUter was taking 
was dead from a coronary. My poor M J realized that there was my sister. 

cat of her. Granddad was with 1 put my arms around her 

She looked SO lonely and confused -to wha ^ ^ ^ hfir? j had no skills, no 
and never felt so helpless omnipotent t ^ That night 1 sat up with 

money, nothing- Grandmother Poscover> Uncle Harry, and Uncle Eddie, 

Granddad. The next day my up and slept in chairs that night 

Dad's brothers, arrived. It was late and P Thcre was a funeral for my Dad at 

Grandmother took over and organized Durbin . When wc arrived, it 

™ my «. >»- - *- 

he was buried in the new to ours as a show of honor to my 

cemetery in Arbovale. Several men bough p • Grandmother, 

Dad The widneys and Chick Featherwerewo wcnt back to college. Mom 

vwmdcrfu! woman .ha. she was. opened her h ™' sla vcd with Granddad and 
wc. hack Ur he, .caching job m '"'^".^^"nch hun. 1. is 

Grandmother She was nine years old. ^ ?don’t know how she did it. It was the 

My Mother completed the ing homc on holidays was important- 

v-rc«ir«i display of courage I have ever se - i everything for us. 

nccdc. my handy < One Chriaun- we had a 

My ( nwidmothcr gave Mury t athcrym. 


recital. Granddad insisted dial wc wear our best. This included coats and tics for George 
and me. Grandmother wore an evening gown, as did Mary Catheryne. They found one 
for May as well. 1 remember it was green in color. May found a sash and tied it around 
her head. With her mahogany colored skin, she was a striking figure. Grandmother had 
printed a program for each of us. Mary Catheryne or Grandmother would announce the 
selections. It was one of the best family experiences of my life. In going through old 
papers in our house in Durbin, we found Mary Catheryne’s music program. Ruth sent it 
to her. She framed it and put it in the den of her home. 

1 graduated from college and went into the Army. 1 had a commission through 
R.O.T.C. Grandmother always told me that my Grandfather always referred to me as the 
Lieutenant. 1 spent a year in the States. My Mother had gotten a job teaching with 
Baltimore County Public Schools and 1 visited there at Christmas. Grandmother had 
brought Granddad to Baltimore and they lived near my Mother and Sister. 

The next time 1 saw them was in New York City. I had been assigned as 
commander of an equipment train. Our unit was traveling to Germany. It was a missile 
outfit and we had to take our specialized equipment with us. We traveled by train to New 
York City and then by ship to Germany. My Mother, Sister, Grandmother, and Granddad 
came to New York to see me and we all stayed with my Uncle George who was 
practicing medicine there at the time. This was the last time 1 saw my Grandfather alive. 

I was on a field exercise in Germany when 1 received a telegram telling me that he had 
died. It was from Grandmother. She said that she would hold the funeral for me if I 
could make it home. I couldn’t and drove to the nearest Red Cross office to send a return 
telegraph to that effect. I remember that later I spent some time by myself. I was sad but 
couldn’t be too sad as the last time 1 saw Granddad, he was failing badly. Also, I could 
not think of anyone who had a more fulfilling life. His life was chucked full of 
adventure, accomplishment, and love. When I was home again, my Grandmother told me 
about his death. She always checked on him at bedtime and then again the first thing in 
the morning. When she checked on the final morning, he was gone. He had died 
peaceably in his sleep. I sure did love that Man. 

Others Stories : 

It is not unusual for people to stop me and tell me a Doc Hull story. Following are 
a few of the one’s I remember: 

I jjincr No family was closer to us than the Hiner family. I here were ten children in 
the family, four boys and six girls. ITic older girls were friends of my Mother. My 
(tranddad would often get one of them to stay with her when he was out of town or going 
Ui be laic on a call 11k younger ones were friends of my Uncle George and Dick is our 
tioi iricrid today in Durbin. I don’t know why but the family bus always been friendly to 
ox When I was voting, Diek who was a football suit would bring me things. Once he 



, „ n old leather football helmet which 1 wore all the Umc. Another time he 
brought me an o ^ was fa|1 ofholes ^ itch ed like the devil but 

***** to wLh it anymore. In Durbin there is Miner Hollow, 

1 woreituntilniy Mf Hincr was ^ undertaker and owned the Miner 

My earliest recollection of him was when I sledded on Hincr 111.1 and rf 

he saw me Woods” Once my Uncle George got a pair of skis 

he would call me, “Bennie «»» taijtoj*. onc Qf * ope , Ditk „„ 

l'or Christmas. He we . u e Hid so using barrel staves. Down the hill he 

“? ^edWm ho:r:l^dad * bin leg on the 

came. fell. “ ,d J’ rok , k ^ GranlWa d would have lone conversations on just about 
drmue toont <able.^ * ^ during ^ lhc Second World War and Korea, 

every subje . , c. ww II he came over to sec Granddad, lie and 

Dick, that’s telling it like it is. 

3 TmemaLuWs “tr«. hunt’s cuestion because inhere was lots 

lie CCCs V h 1 WKglllst speaker. The Civilian Conservation Corps did most of their 
wi^ in .he National Forest. Granddad was the medical doctor for the CCCsinour area. 
Sometimes 1 would go with him and he would always meet the officer in charge 
Stcn^nt Dcwes. Lt. Dewcs was an impressive figure. He dressed in riding pants, 

hoots and a Sam Bowie Belt over his dress uniform coat. 1 had a picture that was of 
Granddad and I t. Dewcs and showed it to Fete. He wanted a copy to place ^e CCC 
museum ai Watoga State Park and 1 sent him one. He laughed and told me that once 
Granddad said to him, “Hanlon, if you stay around here much longer as Ranger, there 
won't be enough timber left to build an outhouse. 

I >av ton Burner: When I)ayton was a young man, Granddad would have him go to the 
Lie More from lime to time and get Granddad a kittle of liquor. Once Granddad saw 
him «Hl 'uikI, “Bill come into my office.” What my Granddad wanted him to do was to 
run thi» errand I Ic gave Dayton some money and Dayton did it. I le hid iC ttl c in 



cont and came back to the office. Dayton said the office was full of people but when 
Granddad saw him, he said, “Bill come on in here.” Some time later Dayton received a 
bill from my Grandmother, who acted as my Granddad’s secretary, for an office visit. 

FredPugh: Fred is now near ninety years old. He is quite a hunter and fisherman. Once 
he was walking by Granddad’s office when Granddad saw him. Granddad said, “Fred, do 
vou know what that damn Forest Service is trying to do?” Fred said he didn’t and 
Granddad said, “ They want to plant oak trees all up and down the rivers. When is the last 
time that you saw a trout eat an acorn?” 

Tk»» Moore Twins: At a reunion of the now extinct Greenbank High School, two young 
men approachcd^ne and asked if 1 knew who they were. I didn’t. They said that when 
thev were to be bom, their Father got excited and called both of the town doctors. Dr. 

Burner and Granddad. They both showed up at the same time and when the Mother 
delivered, it was twin boys. She named one George and the other Eugene after the names 
of the doctors. 

The Store Lady at Snmce Knob : Once Ruth, the kids, and 1 were camping at Spruce 
Knob, which is about 2S miles from Durbin. It is the highest point in West Virginia and 
is really isolated. We needed some groceries and had noticed a small store on the road 
into where we were going to camp. We went there to get our supplies and were waited on 
bv a friendly, elderly lady. 1 remember thinking she must have been beautiful m her 
younger days. 1 asked her if she would accept a traveler’s check for payment. 1 don t 
ihink she knew what a traveler’s check was and said that they accepted no checks. We 
continued to talk and during the conversation it came out that 1 was the Grandson of Doc 
Hull. She said, “Doc Hull, why 1 used to midwife for him all through these mountains. 

She cashed the check. 

Bruce Bosley : The Town of Durbin provided Granddad with a parking place in front of 
his office. Woe be to the individual who parked in his private place. If one did, he would 
seek out the offender and give them a severe tongue lashing at the top of his voice. 

They’d never forget nor would they ever park in his place again. One individual was 
heard to say after one such incident, that this was the first time in his life that he had ever 
been called a “damn hound.” During another occasion, the offending person had the 
effrontery to talk 

^uck in Granddad. I Icaring the commotion, Bruce went to investigate and to see it he 
could help Granddad. Granddad saw him and said. “Go ahead and hit him Bruce. 111 pay 
.'nir fine." I should mention that Bruce went on to have a very successful career in 
prolct* tonal football becoming an All Pro Lineman. 
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Vlonna I liner : This past summer. Monna told me that when she was a little girl her 
Mother sent her to town on u errand. To get there, she had to walk down a series of steps 
that ran from the top of the hill where Granddad's house was to downtown. As she was 
walking down the steps she met Pruny Bill Simmons. Pruny Bill was more than likely 
drunk and was staggering. Anyway, when Monna saw him she started screaming. She 
said that she didn't know what got into her, as Mr. Simmons did absolutely nothing to 
her. She said that Granddad came off the porch like a shot and grabbed Pruny Bill and 
started shaking him saying, "What did you do to her?” Pruny Bill was totally confused 
and feared for his life so he said nothing. Granddad took Monna in his arms and carried 
her home after he admonished Pruny Bill never to come near her again. Later when 
Pruny Bill regained his composure, he went to Monna’s Mother and explained that he 
would never harm Monna and didn’t know what happened. She forgave him. Monna 
was named after my grandmother who spelled her name with only one “n”, Mona. 

Jessie Brown Beard : Jessie is a retired history teacher. She inherited a large farm from 
her Father. Brown Beard. It has a house on it called Traveler’s Repose. Abraham 
Lincoln supposedly slept there on his travels to Washington, DC. She is welcomed at 
gatherings as she is an excellent storyteller. One of the stories that 1 always liked was the 
one about August Rose. August owned and operated a very successful saloon in 
Thomwood, a lumber town. Prohibition was enacted and he pul a sign in tire window of 
his saloon saying, “On the first of July it will be the last of August." 

She is always saying, “Someone ought to write a book about Doc Hull.” and was 
always looking for stories. Once at a luncheon which Ruth and I attended she made this 
appeal and Ruth said, “Here’s his Grandson. He has stories.” Jessie didn’t miss a beat. 
She said, “does anyone know any stories about Doc Hull?” So much for my being asked 
for stories about my Granddad. 1 felt like the man who went to the psychiatrist. Die 
psychiatrist asked him what was wrong. The man said that, “No one pays attention to 
me.” The psychiatrist said, “Next!” 

Once I asked her what kind of stories did she know about my Granddad? She told 
that once when Granddad had his offices over the Bank building in Durbin, he was called 
out on a baby case in the Sinks. The Sinks is a place with a lot of under ground, 
limestone caves. Sometimes the roofs collapse and this makes an indentation in the earth. 
.! -ink. As he was getting ready to leave, a man ran up and said, “Doc, there’s an old man 
who's awfully sick and needs to see you.” Granddad told the man that he couldn’t stop 
r» •* as he had a baby case in the Sinks and had to leave, but to tell the old man to go and 
*ait in hi.', office and he would attend to him when he got back. After quite a time, 

<>raxxklad returned and was walking back to his office when the same man called to him 
-iid "Dot. you remember that old man whom you told to wait in your office, well he 
• d "«-ir < iranddad said. "You’re a damn liar. Cause when I left l locked the door.” 

S.VlrTwJunj Money wan often scarce with (minddud’s patients. As a result, he was often 
I**' J r - *1* When it was butchering time he got hums, when gardens came in prvxiuce. 
itr.jt fttt' year there wan a bumper crop of cucumbers. I think he got over a 



hundred bushels. Wc all ate pickles for a long, long time. 

Once a patient was going to give Granddad a cow to pay his bill. As he was 
leading the animal up the railroad track to Durbin, the train came along and scared the 
animal. It broke away and ran right into the train's path and was killed. The patient put 
up a sign next to the slain animal stating, “Here Lies Doc Hull’s Bull.” 1 supposed 
Granddad adjusted the man’s bill accordingly. 


Benjamin F. Poscover* 
Towson, Maryland 

February, 2001 


•) Formally known as “Bool Headed” Poscover. My Grandfather said that I was much 
too stubborn to just be called “Bull Headed.” A much stronger name was needed 
so he called me “Bool Headed”. 
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